Backstory for Messkr Vess, 
Mercenary Captain of the Liberators 



The hottest act to hit the Huttspace holonet is certainly the group Plectromerus Wappesi. Their 
devious blend of Trandoshan Grungebeat tempered with Chalactan traditional hymns creates 
something that both stirs and soothes the spirit. Headed by the dynamic frontpeople of Ali-ako and 
Mora-ako, the twin Cereans use their headcases for more than just thinking. Their brilliant intonations 
allow for a blending of harmonies that no human led band could hope to match. With most of the 
melody falling to the skilled, if stoic Rodian, Eermo. His ability with the alluta is best described as 
"bottled grandiosity." Keeping the groups lofty musical interplay grounded with an earthy callback to 
the grungebeat phase a decade ago, Tovnn Vess' mastery of the drums is the anchor of the group. 

Plectromerus Wappesi's sophomore 
effort, the highly anticipated followup to 
their breakthrough Wasted a Whole Day 
is set to release tomorrow. Already 
building hype on the single of "Nine 
Millimeter Blaster," hopes are high that 
Miss us the Most will continue their 
strange depth of experimentation. Even 
now, very little is known about the rest 
of the thirteen track effort, with 
"Terrible Not to Live" and "Eloquence is 
to Keep" being possibilities, as both 
were played recently at Hoddu the 
Hutt'sfive hundredth birthday 
celebration, the festivities aired across Huttspace. This was of course in addition to the more familiar 
offerings of "Tumult," "Art is Science," and "Make a Decision." The decision not to include their hit 
single "Weep With Your Whole Heart" at the showing was a bit baffling, but many are in such a fervor 
for Wasted a Whole Day that the band's actions are hardly noteworthy. 

Today, if you chime in on the holonet with your opinion on their new single, the new album, or 
their first album, you can be registered in a drawing for a band-signed dataslate containing the new 
album as well as three bonus tracks. Your opinions may be used in marketing promotions and become 
property of Hoddu Music Industries. Happy netting! 

It wasn't my day. 

Two business endeavors, both with highly sought after entrepreneurs in Kintan, fell 
through. The first was due to being scooped up by Hoddu. Bastard. Always gets the good 
contacts. The second was my fault. I came on too strong and should have seen him balking 
at the cost to do business. Usually I ease them in better, but I've been feeling the pinch lately, 
got overeager, and thought I had him. I imagine Starkine and Assoc. will be doing business 
elsewhere for the foreseeable instead of with Vess Shipping and Freight. 

It's not the end of the world. 

But it feels like it. 




/ figured that a freight company that doesn't work directly for the Hutts, that offers 
independence from dealing with their petty cartels, would get more enterprising go-getters. 
The sorts with ideas who didn't want to be weighed down by the bureaucracy. The ones like 
me. Business had been okay for awhile. I did passably. But passable is too successful when 
you're butting heads with Hutts. Their Byzantine methods of oppressing all business interests 
meant that I had no way of staying afloat. 

I needed those contacts. 

Resigning myself to more endless hours of promoting and making contacts, I cleared 
my business schedule. No time for going home. My girlfriend, Elsk Orvinn would have to 
wait. She probably wouldn't understand. She never did. I began to comb over my contacts 
in Sriluur, without much hope. The Hutts had control over most of it in all but name. Hutt 
control wasn't so much a political boundary but a weeping pustule, an oozing poison which 
slowly corrupted everything around it. It wasn't so much the palaces, the slave girls, the 
legions of bounty hunters. No, those were impressive, but it was the despair, the 
hopelessness that leaked out from their dominion, corrupting everything around until it too 
succumbed to their political machinations. But still, I was descended from a race of hunters. 
If my quarry was lucrative contracts, rather than mighty beasts... well, so be it. 

It was perhaps this romanticizing of my career that kept me from realizing I wasn't 
alone until my brother spoke: 

"Messkr, my egg mate, we need to talk." 

<CLICK HERE FOR AN EXCLUSIVE INTERVIEW WITH PLECTROMERUS WAPPISI ALLUTIST, EERMO> 

<YOU ACKNOWLEDGE BY CLICKING HERE THAT ALL INFORMATION POSTED HERE IS PROPERTY 
OF HUTTSPACE HOLONETAND ITS AFFILIATES AND MAY BE USED FOR ADVERTISING PURPOSES.> 

<CLICK HERE IF YOU ACKNOWLEDGE THE HUTTSPACE HOLONET IS ALLOWED TO USE YOUR 
PERSONAL INFORMATION> 

<PLEASE FILL OUT THIS BRIEF SURVEY BEFORE PROCEEDING TO OUR EXCLUSIVE INTERVIEW 
WITH PLECTROMERUS WAPPIS ALLUTIST EERMO> 

<PLEASE PRESENT DATASLATE IDENTIFICATION TO BETTER MARKET TO YOU WHILE YOU USE 
HUTTSPACE HOLONET> 

<THANK YOU FOR YOUR TIME. CLICK HERE TO READ THE EXCLUSIVE INTERVIEW> 
HSHN: Thank you for taking the time to sit down and interview with us. 

Eermo: No problem. We have been on vacation in Vodran to free our thoughts and prepare for our third album. 



HSHN: So soon after your second? Do you think that maybe you are proceeding too quickly? 



Eermo: Not at all. We had to cut so much from Miss Us [the Most] that we felt like we could make a third album just 
from what was cut. It's almost come to blows before, whose songs make the cut. [laugh] 

HSHN: Well, however you determine it, you certainly made the right call. Were you expecting Miss us the Most to so 
thoroughly outpace Wasted a Whole Day! 

Eermo: Well that's always the hope. You always want to exceed your previous effort. We certainly felt we worked 
harder on this album. 

HSHN: And you're working on Vodran too? 

Eermo: Well, the creative process comes in many 
forms. Some might call this a vacation. 

HSHN: We wouldn't dare. Obviously whatever you're 
doing, it's working for you. 



Eermo: Well, we can't take all of the credit [laugh]. 
We have to thank our brilliant manager too. 

HSHN: Tovnn [Vess]'s brother, right? 

Eermo: Yeah, Messkr is brilliant. His business sense 
was wasted in the freight business. 

HSHN: On that note, anything you'd like to add about 
the altercation between Tovnn and Hoddu the Hutt about 
licensing rights? 

Eermo: Definitely not. 

HSHN: Well, you're a hot commodity and your stock is only going to skyrocket. You can probably hold out for 
whatever price you'd like. 

Eermo: Currently Plectromerus Wappisi isn't interested in selling out, to Hutts or otherwise. 

HSHN: Well thank you for your time. Anything you can share about the third album? 

Eermo: It's going to be organically-grown, and Hutt-free. 

HSHN: I see. 

At some point it felt silly to still call the company Vess Shipping and Freight, but since 
the initial business had been conducted under that umbrella, I was loathe to change it. We 
still did some odd shipping jobs, but the vast sum of labor in the company now went toward 
Plectromerus Wappisi. And all their side projects. They were definitely a creative bunch, the 




whole band. Even more, they were prolific. Album #3, Something You Rise Above had 
exploded throughout the galaxy. It was a sensation beyond Huttspace, and that made it an 
ever more difficult brand to manage. Where the earthy and independent streak fostered by 
the band for the first two albums resonated with many denizens of the sector, such an image 
would go poorly with the ever domineering Empire. 

Their tours until now had been regional affairs, hand selected by bandmates to appeal 
to their anti-government sentiments. Now, now we had to plan for Coruscant, Alderaan, 
Naboo, Manaan, Nal Hutta, and numerous other places whose names I can't remember. I 
never foresaw my big break coming through my brother's drumming. Neither had my 
parents. I didn't much think of them lately, so stressful had things been. They probably would 
have been pleased. Surprised, but pleased. They were dead though, so it didn't matter. It 
would have been nice once though, to take them somewhere. I heard Manaan was especially 
nice. 

I again had received a few offers from prospective names for rights to market and 
license the band. It was slowly becoming a "who's who" of criminals, mafiosos, and corrupt 
bureaucrats. I disregarded their offers, leaving curt replies for new names, and less than curt 
replies for repeat offenders. It wasn't really my style, but that was the style the band had 
fostered. Flipping the bird to authority was their style. It was a bit ironic, given how firmly 
entranched in the system they were now. Was it possible to be anti-establishment, if your 
mouthpiece is the establishment? 

Huttspace Holonet breaking news: 



The sudden and violent death of Ali-ako, half of the vocals for experimental band Plectromerus 
Wappisi, has rattled the music world. Only days before the release of their third effort Something You 
Rise Above, the Cerean was found, brutally dismembered in a Chalactan temple. Said to be 
"researching the roots of Plectromerus Wappisi's sound" the twin had taken some time away from the 
band while the others worked on their music on Trandosha. Bandmembers have all refused to speak to 
HSHN, but band manager Messkr Vess has said that they are all "deeply hurt by the passing of their 

bandmate. Something You Rise Above will 
release on schedule, with a dedication on 
• the cover." Shortly after, following news 
of Ali-ako's murder, prices of signed 
• memorabilia have skyrocketed, leading to 
, bidding wars across Hutt auction services. 

Authorities on Chalacta, as well as 
■^nearby systems are all investigating the 
; -^'" t .^<high profile killing. Due to the nature of 

... >the killing as well as where it occurred, 
\. r \f .-'^investigators are hard-pressed to 
& fe • determine not only who did it, but how, 
'£'J?Ws> ^ ?**''/■/■ *Sas the temples were very public, and the 
' • * -•' ' ~ >-•• • murder occurred during peak hours. As 

information becomes available, Huttspace Holonet will bring you the latest. Today only, if you give your 




opinion on the holonet about how Ali-ako's death has affected you or those you know, you become 
eligible to win a dataslate containing the band's highly anticipated third album. Your opinions may be 
used in marketing promotions and become property of Hoddu Music Industries. Happy netting! 



I'm sure somewhere, fate is laughing at me. For daring to go beyond being a rough- 
and-tumble hunter, for daring to oppose the natural order of the Hutts smothering 
everything, for even daring to hope that things would be better now. My throughts drifted to 
Elsk. We had married sometime back, but it was hardly a marriage of love. She wore the 
newest fashions, held my arm at celebrity events, and then went off to get drunk and show 
her cloaca to whoever was as drunk as her. I had a few trysts myself, but was mostly keeping 
too busy to dwell much on love. Strange then, that my thoughts wondered to her. 



She'd have to learn to get by on much less. The fourth album, Finally Disappears 
spelled the end for the group, as Mora-ako could not carry the vocal parts on her tremulous 
voice alone. The album was considered a flop, with a derivative and unprovoking sound. 
Somehow, the great illusion of anti-establishment fell apart at last, and with the loss of their 
core base, they soon became just the flavor of the month, musically. Elsk would have to settle 
for royalties alone. And not having a moneymaking husband. 





r 



The torture had been... 
interesting. Probably perfected on 
other Trandoshans across the years. A 
strict starvation to keep metabolism 
low, and then a constant system of 
amputations with cauterizing to 
pre ven t regenera tion. My righ t arm 
hung uselessly, the nerves slowly 
plucked out of it until it barely was 
functional, let alone able to manipulate 
everything. My tail was a bloody 
stump, one eye gone, scales a mess of 
scar tissue, and more small wounds 
and abrasions than I could count. 



Plectomerus 
Wappisi 



It was funny, after flaunting our 
independence in the face of the Hutts for so long, they finally made their move after we 
bombed. The two human meres holding me looked like they were only teens. Probably were. 
Their skill with their vibroknives attested to inexperience. A malice borne out of emulation 
rather than real mean-spirited ness. Probably had family members of close friends held as 
hostages. I couldnt' really blame them. And felt really bad for what I was about to do. 



Even with all their precautions, everything they had done to ensure my right arm didn't 
work had failed. I just couldn't feel it. Or really feel what I was doing. But it didn't take much 
dexterity to reach out and crush a windpipe. To catch the falling vib rob lade in my good hand 
and turn it on the other. To slowly grind the blade to a nub cutting my manacles. To limp 
away, bloodied, and wanted by the Hutts. 



I could think of worse things. 



•k ic ic 



I would need something more politically mobile than a clunky corporation. Besides, 
with the collapse of the CIS, corporatism was on the way out. Power wasn't growing from 
capital these days. It was growing from a smoking blaster. It was amazing though, how much 
corporate contacts overlapped with political contacts. How many business partners back in 
the day also happened to be saboteurs of sorts, whether against Hutt or Empire. It quickly 
became apparent that the best way to remake that bundle of money, the one that slipped 
from my grasp when my accounts had been appropriated in my kidnapping, was to make 
myself useful in a military capacity. 

That boils down to two things. Bounty hunting, easier to startup, and I'm my own 
boss, or mere work, which is much less of my own thing, but much less risk on my part. 

I opted for the second. Instead of being a grunt, a glorified thug, it was easier to tap 
into my business contacts. Resupply, transport, materiel, and all manner of things that the 
typical thickskulled mere doesn't concern himself with. I quickly cozied up to a group 
operating out of the less-than-settled Xagobah, the Red Scorpions. Still reeling from the 
conflict with the CIS earlier, a military outfit of less than legal standing operated more easily. 
A few greased palms, a few bought senators, and things were gravy. 



NOTICE OF DISCHARGE 



THE FOLLOWING SIGNATURE SIGNIFIES THAT (Messkr C/Ls. IS DISCHARGED 
FROM THE RED SCORPIONS. PAY IS TO CEASE IMMEDIATELY, AND A DAMAGE 

SUM OF 300,000 CREDITS IS TO BE DEDUCTED FROM ACCOUNTS. THE 
REASON FOR DISCHARGE IS AS FOLLOWS: 



SIGNATURE OF COMMANDING OFFICER: 






SIGNATURE OF THE DISCHARGED: 




Messkr Vess 





Okay, well that didn't go as swimmingly as I would have liked. The Scorps cleaned me 
out. But years of serving with them taught me much more about managing a mere outfit 
than I thought I could ever learn. And while my coffers are empty with the Empire splitting in 
two, it shouldn't be too difficult for a new mercenary group to dive into the feeding frenzy 
that is called galactic civil war. 

Still, it's easier to market yourself on an idea than quality. Plectromerus Wappisi taught 
me that. In a galaxy where Empires are fighting over who they subjugate, rebellion is a word 
for lost cause, and Republic is a joke in cantinas, perhaps liberty could be a word to stir 
hearts. And I want to see the look on a Hutt's face when he hires a bunch of Liberators. 



